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che dull fpbftancc of my flcHi were thought, 
’^Injurious diftance fliould not flop my way. 

For then difpighc of fpace I would be brought. 

From limits rarre remote,: whcrcthou dooh ftafiii 
No matter t hen alt hough my foote d id ftand 
Vpon t he farth eft ear t li remoov’d from thee > 

For nimble ti, ought can jumpc both fea and land. 
As foone as thinke the place where he would be. 

But ah, thought kills me that I am hoc thought 
To leape large lengths of miles yvhen thou art gone. 
But that fo much of earth and water wrought, 

I muft attend, times leafure with my mone. 
Receiving naughts by elements fo il oe, • 

But heavy cearcs^bad|r^s of eirhers woe^ 

The otlier two,flight ayre,and purging fire. 

Are both with thee, where ever I abide. 

The fir ft my thoiightjthc other my defirc, 

Thefe prefent abfent with fwife motion Aide. 

For when thefe quicker Elemchrs arc gone 
In tender Embafiie of love to ihecj 
My life being made offourejWith two aloiic, 

Sinkes downe to dcatbjOppreft with melancholy. 
Vntill lives compoficion'be recured. 

By thofe fwift meffengers return’d from thee, 

Who even but now come backe againc affured. 

Of their faire hcaltb,rccountingit to me. 

This cold, I joy, but then no longer glad, 

I fend them back againc and ftraight grow fad. 



VotmtSS 


X^evts IRdeefe, 


^VVeet Rofe, faire flowcr,tmtimely pluckt/oone viaded^’ 
^plukt in the bud,andvadcd in thefpring : 

Bright Orient pearlc,alackc too timely (haded, 
ranc creature, kild too foone by Death's (luarpe fling ^ 
Like a greenc plumibe that hangs upon a tree : 

And fals (through windc) before the fall Ihotild be* 

J wcepc for thee, and yet no caufe 1 have,' 

For why ^ thou lefts me nothing in thy Will > 

A nd yc c t i . o u i eft s m e more then I d id cr avc ^ 
for why : I craved nothing of rhcc ftill ; 

O yes (dcare friend) 1 pardon crave of thee. 

Thy difeontent thou dtdft bequeath me. 


• pVli m.^ny a ^loriott? morning have I fteiK-j 
j Flatter the mouncaine tops with foverax^nc eve. 
I .Kilfiog with golden face the meddowes grcenc ? 

j Gildinspalc ftreamcsvvichheavcniy alcumy: 
Aaon pertr. it che bafeft clouds to ride, 

Wnh ougly rack on his ceJeftiall face. 

And from the forlorne world his vifage hide 
I Stealing unfccne to weft with this difgracc : 

;Hyen fo my Sunne one early morne did fliine, 

With 3!! ifrjmphani/pfcnderonmyljrow, 

C ' 




